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"He's drowned, poor darling!"
"And the Don Quixote of which we coloured the
engravings together ?"
"I have it still!"
He recalled to her mind the day of her first com-
munion, and how pretty she had been at vespers, with
her white veil and her large wax-taper, whilst the
girls were all taking their places in a row around the
choir, and the bell was tinkling.
These memories, no doubt, had little charm for
Mademoiselle Roque. She had not a word to say;
and, a minute later:
''Naughty fellow! never to have written a line to
me, even once!"
Frederick urged by way of excuse his numerous
occupations.
"What, then, are you doing?"
He was embarrassed by the question; then he
told her that he was studying politics.
"Ha!"
And without questioning him further:
"Thatgives you occupation; while as for me-----V
Then she spoke to him about the barrenness of
her existence, as there was nobody she could go to
see, and nothing to amuse her or distract her thoughts*
She wished to go on horseback*
"The vicar maintains that this is improper for a
young lady! How stupid these proprieties are! Long
ago they allowed me to do whatever I pleased; now,
they won't let me do anything!"
"Your father, however, is fond of you!"
"Yes; but-----"
She heaved a sigh, which meant: "That is not
enough to make me happy."